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The other Barbarians rushed to rescue them, crowding in a compact mass ; seeing which, the Carthaginians descended over the rampart and assailed them from behind, killing them at their ease. But the chariots armed with scythes came speedily up, galloping around the outside of this multitude; they remounted the walls. Night fell, and the Barbarians gradually retired.
Nothing could be seen over the plain but a sort of black, swarming mass, from the bluish gulf to the glittering white Lagoon ; and the lake, into which blood had flowed, spread out beyond like a great purple pool.
The terrace was now so encumbered with the dead that it might have been constructed out of human bodies. In the centre stood the Jielepolis covered with armour, and from time to time enormous fragments became detached from it, like stones from a crumbling pyramid. Broad tracks made by the streams of molten lead could be distinguished on the walls ; a wooden tower here and there had tumbled over, and was burning, and the houses appeared indistinctly like the tiers in a ruined amphitheatre. Heavy clouds of smoke curled up, through which whirled trails of sparks that were ever lost in the black sky.
Meantime, the Carthaginians, who were devoured by thirst, had rushed to the cisterns. They broke open the doors : a muddy puddle spread over the bottom.
What would now become of them ? The Barbaiians were innumerable, and when they had recovered from their fatigue, would begin again.